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To M. 
(from A Poet’s Life & Context) 


Strong and yet frail 
Whose song has made sun to shine 
Lacking you senses grow stale 
Words fail 

Nor with melody align 
As Shakespeare set his song to love’s design 
Saying love’s seed will have a reaping 
As Golding teaches in his Gold Mine 
And Chaucer has in words’ safe-keeping. 


To think upon our God makes me merry 
How for womb 
Seed forever sighs 
How cherry always makes another cherry 
And rest comes to straining thighs 
At the chamber of Paradise 
This happy God is the cause 
And end of all our enterprise 
Ocean and both shores. 


Perfume hearing sight touch and taste 
Each sense an handmaid has its share 
Art with Nature interlaced 
As body hard with body 

Is one pair 
The lover holds her when her flesh is bare 
Tunes her lovingly to her part 
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Plays her 
His lady fair 
And deifies an art. 
NOEL STOCK. 


TRISTIA 


I have learned the whole art of Icave-taking 
In bare-headed night-lamentations. 
The oxen chew: anticipation lingers 


And I honour the ceremony of that cock-crying night 

When raising their burden of sorrow for a departing traveller 
Eyes that were red with weeping gazed into the distance 

And the wailing of women mingled with the song of the muses. 


In that word “‘leave-taking’’ who can tell 
What kind of separation is in store for us, 
What it is the crying of cocks promises 
When fire burns on the acropolis : 

And in the first red dawn of some new life 
When lazily the ox is chewing in the shade, 


Why does the cock, the new life’s own town-crier 


On the city wall beat madly with his wings? 


I love the way the thread is spun — 

The shuttle runs to and fro, the spindle hums — 
Look-now — already like swansdown 
Barefooted Delia flies to mect you! 

O the meagre pattern of our life — 

Even our happiest words are threadbare ! 
Everything has been of old and will be again : 
For us, only the moment of recognition is sweet. 


So let it be: the little gleaming image 
Lies on the spotless earthen dish. 
Like the stretched-out skin of a squirrel 
Stooping over the wax the young girl gazes. 
It is not for us to guess about Grecian Erebus: 
What’s bronze for man for woman is only wax. 
Our destiny befalls us only in battles — 
They see the future as they die. 

1918. 


translated from the Russian of Osip Mandelshtam 


by PETER RUSSELL. 
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“Heat touching heat. . .’’ 


Heat touching heat 

I should have died last year 

And cut the webs that wove me 

And the innocence that drove me 
first to you. 


Cold growing cold 
I should be living now 
Spinning webs to bind me 
In a life that blinds me 

to all but you. 


Still growing still 
I should be born soon now 
Knowing that the web of pain 
Was the reason that you came 
first to me. 
Ss. O. 


OFFICE HYMN 


Clothed in virgin flesh, the Saviour 
By the Mystic Sundial waits; 
Eden’s gates 
Stand again ajar. 
As inspired Isaias chanted, 
Now the sun by ten degrees 
Backward fices 
On a course unwonted. 
See a wonder: time retreating, 
Quenched tonight the fiery sword, 
What was barred 
Open and inviting. 
By the gate-keeper of Eden 
Eve and Adam who of old 
Were expelled 
Hear themselves in-bidden. 
Marvel how time runs contrary : 
At Christ’s hospitable table 
Cain and Abel 
Sit down with the Son of Mary. 
Now rejoice, o Virgin Mother, 
For thy Sovereign Son with smiles 
Reconciles 
Brother wronging brother. 


ALAN NEAME. 


_ 
_ 
a 


LUTE SONG FOR — — 


Any man might miss 
Your lips or thighs, but I 
Miss the slut, the shrew in you; 
And hate this quiet peace which lacks your nasty tongve, 
Bored with my bed too big without your bum. 


Any man might want 
You for your charm, but I - 
Want the bitch, the nag of you; 
And walk this slow evening so dull without your spite, 
Sick of my thought, less you’re distracting it. 


Any man might love 
You for some part, but I 
Love you whole, even your heart, 
In which I am contained, though I’ve not entered it, 
— Or so you say sometimes, only because you wish to give it 
[me again. 


RONALD DUNCAN. 
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